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	1. Chapter 1

~Hey Guys! I had this idea to write a story where I fell into the Underground. Because why not? I think it could be funny, maybe it's just me, I don't know. I know I'd have some pretty funny reactions to the crap down there. So basically, it's a story about a kid falling down into the Underground which happens to have my personality...yeah. I don't expect this to get a whole lot of attention, but let me know if I should continue this. If not, I won't be too heartbroken about it. Anyway, hope you enjoy.

...

My eyes shot open, seeing nothing but a light coming from above me. I shot up, which caused pain to shoot all over my body.

"Owowowow." I winced, looking at my surroundings. I seemed to land in a bed of yellow flowers. Which kind, I don't know. I'm not a flower expert. I stood up, despite the severe aching in my left leg telling me not to. I looked down at myself, noting that my clothes were a mess. My black sweatpants were full of various sized holes, including one giant one on my left shin, where a scrape was bleeding severely.

"W-where am I?" I asked out loud, not expecting an answer.

"Howdy! You're new to the und-" I screamed, falling back down into the ground with a thud. I looked at the ground in front of me to see a flower with a confused expression on its face. Wait...FACE? I looked at the small yellow plant with fear. My fear quickly turned to confusion, and then slight understanding.

"Okay, either I'm dead, or I'm hallucinating from the blood loss and will die soon." I said, holding my head, trying to get it from spinning.

"You're not dead, friend! You're in the Underground! I'm Flowey! Flowey the Flower!" Flowey said, giving me a friendly smile. I started to crawl away, trying to get away from the yellow flower.

"I...I don't trust you...!" I choked out, scared that an actual talking flower was in front of me.

"Well, I can't have you not trust me, can I?" He said, his voice layered. Flowey's once happy smile turned into a menacing grin, an evil one. My eyes widened in horror as a vine shot out of the ground, wrapping around my foot, pulling me towards him. I screamed, trying to get anyone's attention.

"No, what are you doing?!" I screamed, causing Flowey to laugh evilly.

"Im gOnnA GrInD yoUR bOnES inTo DuSt!" He said, almost demonically. I screamed again, kicking frantically to escape his grasp. I was lifted up into the air by my leg, the satanic flower looking at me with an evil smile. Suddenly, little white bullets surrounded me. The circle of bullets got smaller and smaller, getting closer to me. I felt the bullets coming in contact with my hair, shaving a part of my bangs off. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see myself getting shredded by a demon flower. But, nothing came. No pain, no suffering. Nothing. I felt the vine get looser, and eventually, it dropped me on the ground, me uncomfortably landing on my head before laying flat on my back. I looked up at the ceiling of the cave, dazed. After a few seconds, I sat back up, looking around frantically for the stupid flower that almost killed me. The only thing I saw was a burn mark in the ground where Flowey was, and a goat woman in his place.

"Such a nasty creature, torturing a poor, innocent youth," she said, taking a step closer towards me, which caused me to flinch. She looked at me with a sympathetic smile.

"Don't worry, my child. I will not hurt you." She smiled, getting close enough to put out a hand for me to grab. I hesitantly accepted the offer, allowing her to help me to my feet.

"Hm, you are larger than most of the children that have fallen down here." The goat woman told me. 'I hope she's referring to my height' I thought to myself.

"You mean height right? Not..." I pointed to my stomach, which was larger than I wanted it to be, "...this," Her eyes widened and she blushed in embarrassment.

"Oh! Of course I meant your height. It would be very rude of me to say such a thing about you." She quickly corrected herself, becoming flustered.

"Okay, good. I'm Steven by the way." I held out my hand for her to shake, which she gladly accepted.

"I am Toriel. I am the caretaker of the Ruins. I walk through everyday to see if anyone has fallen down." She introduced herself, doing so with a kind smile. Toriel took notice of the giant scrape on my leg and gasped, kneeling down to look at it closely.

"Oh dear, you have a severe cut. Come with me, child. I will help you fix your wound." She held out her hand, wanting me to grab it so she can lead me. Again, I hesitantly grabbed her hand, which allowed her to lead me through the Ruins. We walked through a doorway and into an area filled what seemed to be puzzles.

"Do we have to do all these? I mean, they seem fun and all, but I don't want to end up dying from blood loss." I told her, worried that my cut would lose too much blood.

"Of course not, my child. I know how to do all the puzzles in the Ruins. We will get back home in no time." Toriel assured me, which helped me relax quite a bit. We continued to walk through the Ruins, Toriel doing the puzzles so we could pass through quicker. Soon enough, we were at what seemed like Toriel's home. We walked in and I was immediately awed. It looked so much like my own home, the hardwood floors, the fireplace, the kitchen, it was so bizarre.

"Here child, sit down. I will get some bandages for you." Toriel told me as she went down a hallway. I took her advice, sitting down in the chair next to the fireplace. I sighed as I relaxed a bit, letting the heat almost make me fall asleep. I was on the edge of consciousness when I heard Toriel coming back. My eyes snapped open, noticing the bandages she had in her hand.

"Here, my child, let me wrap your wound." She said kindly, kneeling down to cover the bleeding wound. I was completely puzzled at this woman's kindness.

"Not to be rude, but why are you helping me? You don't even know me." I asked the goat woman.

"Why wouldn't I, child?" She asked, honestly confused.

"Oh...uh, not a whole lot of people on the surface are...well...kind to me." I told Toriel, she giving a nod of understanding. "I'm just not used to kindness like this." She hummed quietly as she finished wrapping my leg. It felt better already.

"There you go, all fixed." She smiled at me, standing up. "Are you hungry? I have some butterscotch cinnamon pie if you want some." Toriel asked me, which made my stomach growl as if on cue. Toriel let out a small chuckle and went to get some.

"You don't have to get me something I'll be fine!" I yelled to her down the hall, but I don't think she heard me. I sighed in defeat, sinking down further into the chair. Toriel came back with a slice of pie, which she handed to me. I thanked her and took a look at the pie, which looked pretty delicious.

"And thanks for helping me. I don't know what my parents would do if they lost me." I said, about to pick up the fork when I realized something. Toriel must have noticed the change of my expression, which made her expression change to one of concern.

"Is something wrong, my child?" Toriel asked, curiosity evident in her voice.

"My parents! They don't know where I am! They're probably worried about me!" I started to freak out, brushing my long, blonde bangs out of my eyes.

"Oh, I see you have a family on the surface. Well...I do not know how to say this. There is no way out of the Underground." Toriel said, a look of sadness in her face. My eyes widened, fear setting into my body.

"N-no, there has to be a way. I can't leave my parents up there." Tears threatening to spill at any moment. Right then, I felt something in my pocket. Curious, I reached inside, feeling for the object. When I felt it, I knew what it was.

"My phone!" I pulled out the rectangular object, holding it in my hands. I turned it on, entering my passcode. I checked to see if I had any service, which unfortunately for me, I didn't.

"Aw man, I don't have any phone service here," I sighed, putting it back in my pocket. "Are you sure there's no way out of here?" I asked again, trying to get an answer from Toriel.

"Well, there is...one way. But, it is very dangerous, my child. You see, you must get past the king of monsters, Asgore Dreemurr, to leave here. However, he needs one more human soul to break the barrier, to set us all free. King Asgore will not stop until he gets the last human soul. You will have to fight him." Toriel explained to me as I took a couple of bites from the pie. What? I'm hungry.

"So you're saying, I'm going to have to fight the monster king to leave?" I repeated unbelievingly.

"Yes, child. I am." Toriel looked at me with a sorrowful expression.

"I-I have to do it. I can't leave my parents, they'll be devastated. I'm all that my parents have, and they're all I have. I got to go back. As much as I would like to stay, I need to get home." I explained to her, determined to get home. She gave me a sad smile, looking me in the eyes.

"If that is what you want, child. I will let you, but you must be careful. Some monsters can be hostile towards you because they do not know what you are." Toriel then walked up and hugged me, which caught me off guard.

"Be safe my child. The exit to the ruins is downstairs in the basement. I know you will escape." She assured me, releasing me from the hug.

"Thank you, Toriel, for everything." I smiled a gentle smile before heading down the wooden stairs. I walked down a long brick corridor until a large gate was in front of me. I looked at it, trying to prepare myself for what was on the other side. I took a deep breath before flinging the gate open, feeling cold air hit me.

...

~There we go! Hope you guys enjoyed this! Again, tell me if I should continue this or not. By the way, the Steven in this fic is not the same person or related in anyway to the Steven in my other story, to clear up any confusion. As always, feedback is appreciated. Thanks!


	2. Chapter 2

The giant gates creaked as they opened, allowing me to step out onto the snow. The cold air nipped at my skin, causing me to instinctively wrap my arms around me. I looked around, the only thing I saw were snow capped trees and a lone path, which looked dark and eerie. I gulped as I started to jog slightly, hoping that it could warm me up. I passed a couple of trees, be aware of my surroundings. I kept jogging, my eyes wandered to one specific tree. It looked like someone was behind it. But, as soon as I looked, it was gone.

"Nope. Nope. So much nope." I picked up my pace a little, seeing something in the distance. I hoped that I was just seeing things, because I don't feel like getting mauled in the first 5 minutes of being out here.

SNAP!

My stopped completely in my tracks, spinning around quickly. Nothing. Nothing at all! I broke into a sprint, running to what looked like a bunch of wooden pillars.

"NOPENOPENOPENOPENOPENOPE!" I started yelling in an attempt to calm myself down. My lungs were burning, my legs were aching, every part of my body was screaming at me to stop. At last, I made it to the wooden pillars. I stopped, putting my hands on my knees, gasping for air. I heard footsteps behind me, getting closer and closer.

"Human, don't you know how to greet a new pal? Turn around, and shake my hand." A deep voice said behind me. I was shaking violently, and almost literally shitting myself. I turned around slowly, trying to prepare myself for what I will see. There was a skeleton, about an inch shorter than me, wearing a blue hoodie, black shorts, and a huge smile etched onto his face. Pinpricks of light were all I saw in his dark eye sockets, which freaked me out. The skeleton held his hand out, wanting me to shake it. Hesitantly, my shaking hand went out and grabbed his. What I didn't expect was a farting noise to emit from the short skeleton's hand. The smile grew even wider on his face, which I didn't even know was possible. I couldn't help but let out a little laugh, relaxing my body a bit.

"Heh, the old whoopee cushion in the hand trick. It's always funny. I'm Sans, Sans the Skeleton." He said.

"Heheh, I-I'm Steven." I smiled awkwardly.

"You don't have to be nervous 'round me, kid. I'm actually supposed to be on the look out for humans. But lucky you, I don't feel like capturing anyone." I let out a breath of relief.

"Oh thank god. It would kinda suck if I was only out here for five minutes and died. More embarrassing, actually." I laughed my nervousness away. "And I wasn't nervous because of that. Mostly because shyness is a bitch." I grumbled to myself, remembering all the times my awkwardness made things, well, awkward.

"Well, there's another thing. My brother, Papyrus,is a human hunting fanatic." Sans continued to explain, my hope of living now shattered into little bits.

"Welp, I'm dead. RIP me." I said, putting my head in my hands.

"Calm down kid, my bro wouldn't hurt a fly. Anyway, he's set up a bunch of puzzles up ahead. I'd appreciate it if you did them, since I've noticed he's been blue recently." Sans gave me a hopeful look.

"They're not deadly?" Sans shook his head. "Okay, I'll do it." Sans smiled even wider than before.

"Thanks kid. Cmon, walk through those bars. Papyrus made 'em too wide to stop anyone." I followed Sans through the pillars and walked a little farther down the path, reaching what looked like a sentry station.

"SANS! SANS? WHERE ARE YOU?" A distant voice shouted, getting closer every second.

"That's Papyrus! Quick, go behind that conveniently shaped lamp!" He pointed to a lamp, which was the exact height as me. I darted behind it, making sure I couldn't be seen. I held my breath, hoping that he wouldn't hear me. I heard footsteps get closer until I heard someone speak.

"SANS, YOU LAZY BONES! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" A loud voice boomed, making me jump a little.

"Nothing Paps, what do you mean?" Sans asked.

"HAVE YOU DONE ANYTHING TODAY?" The voice, who I presumed to be Papyrus, asked Sans.

"Yeah, I was just staring at this lamp. Wanna look with me?" Sans asked Papyrus. 'Did he rat me out?' I asked myself.

"WHY SANS? THERE IS NOTHING SPECI- WHAT IS THAT RED THING POKING OUT FROM IT?" My heart almost stopped. What can be red? I looked down to notice that my shirt was red. 'Stupid fat!' I stood completely still, hoping that he wouldn't notice. I heard footsteps getting closer, the snow crunching under their feet. Suddenly, a tall shadow loomed above me. I looked up to see a taller skeleton, about 5 inches taller than me, wearing what seemed to be armor and a red scarf. His eyes widened at the sight of me.

"A HUMAN!" Papyrus yelled, which caused me to fall backwards into the snow, the white powdery substance getting all over my clothes. Despite the extreme cold I felt all over, I kept looking at the taller skeleton.

"FINALLY! I CAN CAPTURE A HUMAN AND BE APART OF THE ROYAL GUARD! NYEH HEH HEH!" I tried to back away, only to crawl back into a tree. With no where to go, I did the only thing I could do. Have a mental breakdown.

"C-capture? Oh god. I'mnotgoingtoseemyparentsagain! Oh no..." I wrapped my arms around myself, sniffling. I'm not sure if I was crying, my senses were numb because of the freezing cold. I shivered, trying to warm myself.

"UH, SANS? DID I BREAK THE HUMAN?" Papyrus asked his brother, genuinely sounding concerned.

"Kiddo, you okay? You seem chilled to the bone," Sans snickered a little.

"I-I'm f-f-fine. J-just c-c-cold." I tried to stand, which led me to have to lean up against the tree.

"HUMAN, ARE YOU SURE YOU ARE OKAY?" Papyrus asked me. I gave him a slow nod, trying to walk forward.

"I-I'm good. I h-have a lot of i-insulation." I shivered, what I said referring to my weight, which I was glad I had at the moment. All of a sudden, I felt light headed, almost stumbling over.

"Here kid," Sans removed his blue hoodie, revealing a white turtleneck underneath. He handed me the hoodie, which I put on. My arms felt numb, and they ached from the cold as well. I was about to start walking forward when my legs gave out, I was about to fall face first into the snow when I felt bony arms grab me before I hit the ground.

"HUMAN! I DO NOT BELIEVE YOU ARE ALRIGHT." I heard Papyrus say, worry in his voice.

"I-I...I'm f-," my vision started to go dark. Before I knew it, I had fallen into unconsciousness.

...

I fluttered my eyes open, seeing the white ceiling above me. I tried to move my arms, but I was stuck. Confused and slightly scared, I finally took notice that I was wrapped in a blanket. Actually, make that four blankets. I tried to break free of the fluffy prison that I was in, which caused me to roll off whatever I was on and onto the floor. The blankets had cushioned my fall, which I was happy for. But, now I only was looking at the aqua and purple striped carpet of the room I was in. Still unable to break free, I sighed, not knowing what to do.

"Need help there, kiddo?" I heard Sans ask me.

"No, I totally like the view of your carpet." I said, half sarcastically, half jokingly. I heard Sans chuckle, and I was suddenly lifted up into the air. I looked at Sans, whose eye was glowing blue, his arm outstretched.

"Okay...uh...can you put me down before I throw up?" I laughed nervously, wanting to be on solid ground once again. He nodded, moving his outstretched arm towards the couch, which made me land softly back onto it. I breathed a sigh of relief. Sans just looked at me, his eye returning to normal.

"Are you okay, kid? You passed out while we were out there." He explained to me, jogging my memory.

"I must've had hypothermia. I feel okay now. But uh, can you help me out of this?" I asked him, smiling. Sans smiled, approaching me. He started to unwrap me from the blankets, me feeling the cool air of the room hit me. I was about to thank him when I realized that I was only in my underwear. I blushed in embarrassment, quickly grabbing a blanket to hide my body.

"Where are my clothes?" I asked him, flustered.

"We had to dry them off. They were soaked." Sans explained. I kept the blanket over my body, a red blush still on my face. Suddenly, I heard a door open. I turned to the front door of their home to see Papyrus standing in there.

"HUMAN! YOU'RE OKAY!" Papyrus practically screamed, grabbing me and lifting me up in a really strong embrace. The blanket fell off me, exposing my body. After Papyrus put me down, I instinctively put my arms over my stomach, where my most prominent stretch marks were. My face was more red than a tomato, and I was almost tearing up from embarrassment.

"HUMAN? ARE YOU SICK? YOUR FACE IS ABNORMALLY RED!" Papyrus said, worry in his voice.

"N-no...just...can I have some clothes please." I managed to squeak out. Papyrus nodded, and went to fetch some clothes for me. Sans just looked at me, slightly confused. Feeling his stare, I quickly grabbed the blanket, covering my body once again. Sans just shrugged it off, Papyrus rushing in with some clothes in his arms.

"HERE YOU GO, HUMAN. YOUR CLOTHES ARE STILL DRYING, BUT SOME OF MY CLOTHES WILL SUFFICE." Papyrus handed me a plain white t-shirt and a pair of grey sweatpants. Not hesitating, I put them on, hiding my body properly at last.

"T-Thank you..." I stuttered, looking at the ground. "And, how did I get here?"

"Papyrus carried you here." Now I was confused. I looked at Papyrus.

"You carried ME? Did you strain anything?" I asked, Papyrus shaking his head in reply. "You didn't mess up your back?" Papyrus shook his head once more, confusion creeping onto his face. "Your arms didn't fall off?" I asked, and once more, Papyrus shook his head.

"WHY WOULD THOSE THINGS HAPPEN?" Papyrus asked curiously, Sans looking equally as curious as Papyrus.

"Wasn't I heavy? And I'm not talking about normal body heavy, I'm talking about abnormally heavy." Papyrus shook his head for the fourth time. It was my turn to feel confused.

"Well then, that's surprising." I sat there looking around. Not sure what's going to happen to me.

"So, are you going to...uh...capture me or something. Because, if I'm going to die, I don't want to drag it on." I said, standing up.

"You're not going to try to fight back?" Sans asked me, shocked. "All the others had tried to fight back."

"Me? Fight? Yeah if I get into a fight with one of you guys, the only thing you'll have to do is punch me once and I'll probably be down for the count. So no, that would be a terrible idea." I laughed, trying to hide the fact that I was probably going to die.

"I just...I thought I'd actually have a chance to make it, to see my parents again...but, I can't do it now." I stared at the ground, tears forming in my eyes. I balled my fists, trying to let my anger dissipate. I looked back at the two skeletons, a mixture of worry and sorrow on their faces.

"Just...do what you're going to do...please..." I closed my eyes, letting my guard completely down. I expected them to knock me out, drag me away, anything. However, I felt someone hug me. I looked up to see Papyrus hugging me.

"I...CANNOT CAPTURE YOU, NOT IF I WOULD BE TAKING YOU AWAY FROM YOUR FAMILY! I, THE GREAT PAPYRUS, WOULD NOT BE ABLE TO LIVE WITH MYSELF!" Papyrus proclaimed, which made me sigh the biggest sigh of relief imaginable.

"So, you're going to let me go?" I asked excitedly. Papyrus nodded his head, which made me almost scream in happiness. I hugged him, which must've surprised him by the way he tensed up.

"Thankyouthankyouthankyou!" I practically screamed. I heard Sans chuckle behind me.

"No prob, kid." Sans put his bony hand on my shoulder.

"Say, you must be starving. How bout we get you something to eat?" Sans told me, Papyrus seeming to agree.

"You don't have to do that, I'm fine." I quickly told them, not wanting to be a burden.

"Last time you said you were fine you passed out in the snow, so I'm not taking no for an answer." Sans looked serious. By the look they both had, they seemed willing to help.

"Okay, I guess." I finally said, Papyrus's face lighting up with delight.

"NYEH HEH HEH! HUMAN, PREPARE FOR MASTER CHEF PAPYRUS'S GREAT SPAGHETTI!" Papyrus said in his loud voice before going into the kitchen. I smiled.

How am I alive right now?!

...

~hey guys. If I don't see much feedback on this, I think I might just discontinue this story. Like I said before, I won't be heartbroken if I were to. Anyway, if you did enjoy this, feedback is always appreciated as always. Thanks!


End file.
